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of Boston Neck, I heard nothing save the thump of Buell's feet beside
us and the clop-clopping of the Lorings' horse just ahead.
When we reached the British fortifications on the Boston end of
the Neck, the Lorings5 chaise was surrounded by a group of laughing
young officers.
" You'd better see if you can help her, Oliver," my father said.
" Those officers appear not to understand the situation."
I jumped from the carryall and ran to the Lorings. In the light
of the officers5 lanterns, Mrs. Loring's smiling face was beautiftd.
" La !" I heard her cry, " I blushed and blushed at the things I had
to say; but I declare I'd have told 'em I was going to have twins-
yes, and would have had them too, if that were needed to get me into
Boston!"
I returned to our carryall and climtjed in. " I think that's a lady
we needn't worry about," I told my father.
The Lorings' chaise rolled on, and the next moment we took its
place with the group of officers about us. When they learned our
names, they motioned to us to go on into ,the city. " Register at
headquarters to-morrow," one of them told me, " You've been for-
tunate. Some of those who came through to-night have had pretty
hard treatment."
He turned suddenly on Buell, who was moving wearily beside us
towards the open gate just beyond.
" Here, you," he shouted, " get back to those barricades where
you belong!"
Buell stopped, passed a hand clumsily over his face, looked
surprised at feeling the bandage across his eye, and abruptly pulled
it off, disclosing his shining shaved head.
"Me? "he asked. " Me get back to those barricades ? Oh no !
Those fellers tarred and feathered me two days ago. It's God's wonder
they ain't cooking me over their camp-fires along with their sour salt
pork. You give me eight or ten fellers to go back with, and I'll chase
the whole rebel army all the way to South Carolina ; but if you think
I'm going back there alone, you ain't been taught how to do the
right End of thinking! "